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THE FUCKING THING BIT МЕ! 


By Erik Davis 


Every rodent knows: snake eyes freeze you in your 
tracks. There you are, shlepping back to your moldy hole 
clutching a six-pack, a baggie, a tape of 2000 Maniacs, and 
three out-of-print Charles Willeford novels you scammed 
from some gutter nomad for a buck. Then this scaly serpent 
rises up from an open man-hole, all splendid and necro- 
mantic and hissing like the crusty radiators that heat the 
hovels underground comic writers call home. The beast's 
eyes catch your own with a flash of flesh, a hint of the 
hipness that only nebulous pacts and poor lifestyle choices 
can win, and you're hypnotized: frozen in а delirious haze 
illuminated only by the smoky lights they warned you about 
in the Tibetan Book of the Dead. The cutting-edge teeth 
sink into your fur, the inky fluid flows into your veins, and 
your mind is invaded by the incantatory hieroglyphs of the 
comic art, word balloons filled with nitrous, talking tattoos 
that grip both butt-cheeks of your brain. 

First you giggle as the husks of funnybook tradi- 
tion — Blondie and EC and detective strips — are body- 
snatched by the people your parents warned you about. 
Then the creatures that lurk in the everyday tromp in: child 
molesters, fundies, unwanted babies, crass capitalists, 
junkies, fools. The viper leads you through the sewer pipes 
of the collective subconscious, into a world of greasy cafes, 
boggy backlots, stale old age homes, and sticky discos. 
The grand carnival of ghost-gods and devils and sad-sack 
comedians. Hordes of animals surround you, the totem 
spirits of our slack and sinking tribes, only the animals have 
all gone foul: butt-fucking rats, porno monkeys, mutant 
wiggle-woggles. The stable structures of the day start to 
chip and crack, and you're watching a trailer for the millen- 
nium's greatest disaster flick, the blockbuster bender just 
around the corner. But just when you're gearing for that 
final Poseidon Aventure, that last binge and purge, the 
snake slides its tail into its mouth and begins to suck and 
swallow. In a flash you recall its gnostic name — Ouroboros 
— and you know now that the end-timers are always just 
beginning, ever and on and on, underworld without end. 
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CINDY THE TATTOOED 
SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHER 
By MACK WHITE Cx | 
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z, | МЕ AND MAMA STARTED GOIN’ TO CHURCH AFTER PAPA DIED. MAMA 
COULDN'T DRIVE ТОО GOOD, 50 WE WENT TO THE CLOSEST ONE- 

= THE FIRST HOLY GHOST CHURCH WITH SIGNS FOLLOWING. . . 


ATFIRST, BROTHER HARRIS WAS THE YOU CAINT HIDE FROM HIMIHE SEES WHY, THE LORD CAN ЗЕЕ INSIDE YOUR 
PREACHER, HE ALWAYS PREACHED A INSIDE THE HONKY-TONKS! НЕ SEES INSIDE | | MIND! YOU SOMUCHAS THINK А SINFUL 
HELLFIRE-AND-BRIMSTONE SERMON... THE POOL HALLS! НЕ SEES INSIDE THE PORN) |\ THOUGHT AND FRIEND YOURE RISKIN 

2 SHOPS, THE MOTELROOMS THE ፊሪ ETERNAL DAMNATION, 
THE LORD SEES EVER 4 > 


THANG" YOU DO/... 
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FOLKS THINK THEY CAN GO DO 
THEIR SINNIN’ IN PRIVATE! 


I REMEMBER THE NIGHT MAMA FIRST GOT THE HOLY SPIRIT. „„ТНЕМ SHE WENT UP FRONT AND FELL ON THE FLOOR, SHE LAY 
IT HAPPENED DURING THE ALTAR CALL, SHE JUST SUDDENLY THERE SHAKING WHILE BROTHER HARRIS LAID HANDS ОМ НЕВ.., 
STOOD UP AND WENT ТО SPEAKING IN TONGUES... тт 
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5 AND LET HER GO! 


єю 


THE CHURCH САМЕ ME THE CREEPS АТ ҒІК5Т, ESPECIALLY 
WHEN THEY'D G0 T0 HANDLING SNAKES 
5 t 2 


BUT LATER 1 СОТ USED TO IT, 
AND IT GAVE МЕ A 6000 FEEL- 
ING TO BE THERE, EVER'BODY 
WAS ALWAYS 60 HAPPY AND FULL 
OF LOVE FOR THE LORD... 


SISTER CINDY STARTED COMING TO 


THE CHURCH A FEW MONTHS AFTER 
WE DID. ILL NEVER FORGET THE 
FIRST TIME SHE TESTIFIED... 


ID LIKE TO THANK THE LORD 
FOR THE PRIVILEGE OF BEING 
HERE TONIGHT... 
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"WHY, IF IT WEREN'T FOR HIS INFINITE 
GRACE AND GOODNESS, Ір BE DEAD AND 
IN HELL RIGHT NOW, YOU SEE, I WAS 
RAISED A GOOD CHRISTIAN GIRL, BUT 
I BACKSLID BAD WHEN I FELL IN LOVE 
WITH A MAN WHO WORKED THE CIRCUS...” 


"HE WAS WHAT THEY CALL A'TALKER" 
FOR THE FREAK SHOW. TALKING WAS 
WHAT HE DID BEST, YOU SEE. HE TALKED 
PEOPLE OUT OF THEIR MONEY — AND 
HE TALKED ME OUT OF MY VIRTUE, ,, “ 


"AT FIRST, I НАР SOME NAIVE NOTION THAT 1 COULD CHANGE HIM, 

BUT IT WAS HE WHOCHANGED МЕ. І JOINED THE CIRCUS A8 A 

TICKET-TAKER JUST TO BE WITH HIM, AND UNDER HI9 BAD 

INFLUENCE TOOK TO DRINKING AND USING DOPE. ТТ GOT 50 I'D 

DO ANYTHING HE SAID. 50, WHEN НЕ TOLD ME THEY NEEDED 

A NEW TATTOOED LADY FOR THE SHOW...” 2 
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"...I ALLOWED THE TEMPLE OF MY BODY TO BE DEFILED 
WITH THE DEVIL'S TATTOOS-AND DISPLAYED MY SHAME 
TO ANYBODY FOR THE PR ADMISSION, ..“ 


... THEN THE CIRCUS FELL ON HARD 
TIMES AND DISBANDED. NOT LONG 
AFTER, MY S0-CALLED LOVER 
DESERTED ^E... 


“І РАІҒТЕР AROUND, WORKING THE CARNIVALS AND DIME MUSEUMS. BUT, 
AS TIME PASSED, THERE WAS LESS DEMAND FOR TATTOOED LADIES, AND 
EVENTUALLY I COULD FINDNO WORK AT ALL. 1 WAS REDUCED TO DISPLAYING 
MYSELF TO MEN IN BARS FOR THE PRICE OF A DRINK. THEN, ONE NIGHT..." 
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"MY TATTOOS CAME ALIVE AND TORMENTED ME. SOME MIGHT “МУ PRAYER WAS ANSWERED. THERE К 
SAY I WASHAVING THE DT. BUT I KNOW WHAT IT REALLY APPEARED BEFORE ME A GLOWING | 
WAS-THE ОР5-РЕМОМС POSSESSION, FOR THE FIRST TIME CROSS THAT GAVE FORTH 4 WHITE | 
: LIGHT 50 INTENSE IT BURNED 
AWAY THE DEVIL'S TATTOOS 


DEAR LORD, 
RELEASE ME FROM 
THESE DEMONS! 


..,.4ለህ LEFT IN THEIR 
PLACE NEW TATTOOS— 
THE LORD'S TATTOOS! 


THIS 15 AS MUCHAS DECENCY WILL 
ALLOW ME TO SHOW. YOU MUST TAKE IT ON 

FAITH THEN THAT I AM ENTIRELY COVERED 
ነ WITH THESE HOLY IMAGES. . . 
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IT SHOCKED EVER'BODY WHEN SISTER CINDY SHOWED HER TATTOOS. МЕ, І WAS 
AMAZED, ‘CUZ ТО NEVER SEEN AMIRACLE BEFORE. ‘COURSE, THEY WAS SOME 
DOUBTING THOMASES DIDN'T THINK IT WAS А REAL MIRACLE. BUT THEY SHUT 
UP REAL QUICK THE NIGHT SISTER CINDY HEALED LITTLE BOBBY BUGBY. IT 

HAPPENED LIKE THIS: BOBBY WANDERED OFF FROM HIS МАМА DURING SERVICE 
AND GOT INTO THE SNAKE BOX, WHICH BROTHER HARRIS HAD FORGOT TOLOCK... 


LORD, GIVE ME THE 
POWER TO HEAL THIS 
ኤኢ LITTLE LAMB! 


AFTER THAT, FOLKS STARTED SAYING 
SISTER CINDY MUST BE A SAINT. SHE WAS 
ALWAYS THE CENTER OF ATTENTION, AND 
TOOK TO TESTIFYING LONGER AND LONGER... 
7 АМО THELORD SPAKE UNTO 
ME, SAYING, "USE YOUR BODY 
ту, NOW FOR GOOD, CINDY...” 


ey 6 all recov 
MARK 16:18 


SHE RIPPED HER BLOUSE OPEN AND 
PRESSED ВОВВУ 5 HAND AGAINST ONE 
7008... 
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ТТ GOT 50 SHED TESTIFY 50 LONG THAT 

BROTHER HARRIS WOULDN'T HAVE TIME 

TO PREACH HIS ЗЕВМОМ... [WEIT 
SEEIN'AS HOW ITS AFTER MIDNIGHT, 


160Е55 THERES NO TIME FOR 
ME TO PREACH... 


...S0 GOODNIGHT 
AND GOD BLESS. 


DIDN'T NOBODY NOTICE, THEY WAS ALL 50 BUSY DANCING 
IN THE SPIRIT. BUT SISTER CINDY SURE NOTICED... 
ГОЛЖ 


THAT SNAKE BIT 
LITTLE BOBBY! 


AFTER AWHILE, HE GAVE UP EVEN TRYING 
TO PREACH. HE'D COME IN AFTER SISTER 
CINDY HAD STARTED SERVICE AND STAND 


UNFRIENDLY. WHEN НЕ STOPPED COMING 
TO CHURCH AT ALL, HE WASN'T MISSED... 


OTHERS STOPPED COMING ТОО, THEY DIDN'T >>” YOU ARE GODSGARDEN— BEHOLD. ..ІМ HOLY POVERTY І STAND 
LIKE THE CHANGES SISTER CINDY WAS YOU ARE THE ELECT- YOUARE THE BEFORE YOU. YETI AM МОТ REALLY 
MAKING. BUT THEY WAS ONLY A FEW- AND, ONES HE HATH CHOSEN TO HEAR NAKED, FOR TAM CLOTHED IN THE 
ANYWAY, LIKE SISTER CINDY SAID... Ss МУ SECRET TEACHINGS... А7 ҮЭ) LORD'S TATTOOS... 


WERE BETTER OFF WITHOUT 
THEM. THEY WERE LIKE WEEDS THAT 
HAD TO ВЕ GOT TEN RID OF 50 THAT 
GOD'S GARDEN CAN GROW, 


ከሙ ANDTHATISA RAIMENT 
Ў FINER THAN ANY SILK. IT 15 THE WORD OF 
GOD IN PICTURES, DRAWN BY HIS OWN HAND 


_ JESUS, THE MALE 
ዛ CHRIST, REDEEMED HUMANITY FROM 
ቆባ „ТНЕ FALL. THUS, НЕ IS CALLED 


IAM THE FEMALE 
CHRIST-THENEW EVES, 


„„УЕТ THIS REDEMPTION 
WAS ONLY PARTIAL. FOR IT ТОВЕСОМ- 
PLETE, THE WORD MUST NOW INCARNATE 
AS A WOMAN-AS THE NEWEVE.AND 50 
I HAVE COME... 
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А5 TIME PASSED, SISTER СЇМРҮ САМЕ 
MANY SIGNS ТНАТ ЗНЕ WAS WHAT SHE 
SAID SHE WAS. SHE HEALED SHE PROPHE- 
SIED, AND SHE HANDLED A MONSTROUS 
BIG SNAKE... 


SISTER CINDY HAD PROPHESIED 
THAT BROTHER HARRIS WOULD 
| COME BACK AND TRY TO LEAD US 
Е ASTRAY, 50 WE WASREADY FOR HIM. 
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7 WHY, THAT АСТ WAS TOO - 
К FILTHY AND BLASPHEMOUS EVEN 
КА. FOR THE STATE FAIR? THEY- 


SISTER CINDY FREED US FROM ЗНАМЕ. SHE TAUGHT US 
THAT DANCIN NEKKID 15 А GREATER SIGN OF HOLINESS 
THAN TALKIN’ ІМ TONGUES AND SNAKEHANDLIN' ‘CAUSE 

IT SHOWS YOU'VE RETURNED ТО THE INNOCENCE OF EDEN. 


GOODLORD IT'S EVEN WELL, І DONE SOME CHECKIN’ 
WORSE THAN І THOUGHT! ፳፳፪፳ ON YOUR “FEMALE CHRIST,” AND 
HAVE YOUNOSHAME?! S Ten SHE AIN'T NOTHIN’ BUT А CHEAP 
CINDY HAS FREED US CARNIVAL WHORE!... — 


FROM SHAME, 


ЗА SISTER 
CINDY |$ THE FEMALE 
CHRIST. 


... THEM TATTOOS OF HERS 
AIN'T NO MIRACLE! WAY I HEAR ІТ, SHE 
HAD ANACT AT THE STATE FAIR TEN YEARS 
AGO CALLED “CINDY THE TATTOOED 
SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHER”... 
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I ЕЕТСНЕр НМА 6000 WHACK 
UPSIDE THE HEAD WHICH KNOCKED 
HIM QUT COLD. THEN WE CARRIED 
НІМ QUT BACK AND TIED НІМ TO A 
POST. WHEN HE COME TO, HE WENT 
TO PRAYIN' AND SINGIN’ HYMNS TO 
TRY TO FOOL US INTO THINKIN’ НЕ 
WEREN'T A DEVIL-WHICH HE WAS... 


...WITH THE CROSS "ЧУ 
OF-:GPLUTTER: JA 


ТАМ THE FIRST, ТАМ THE LAST... 
ТАМ THE HONORED ONE, ТАМ THE 
SCORNEDONE... Т AM THE HOLY 


IAM THE HUSBAND, І AM THE 

WIFE... І АМ DARKNESS, І AM LIGHT. 

TAM DEATH, ТАМ LIFE... ІАМЕЦЕ, 
THE FEMALE CHRIST... 


AAARRRGGH!GODDAMN 
YOU TO HELL, YOUBITCH///, 


NNNM ЖШ, 
ТАМ THE ONE, 
IAM THE МАМУ... 


"ОХУ УМ” GODDAMN 
É | “УдОдоОио... ш 
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ТМ BROTHER HARRIS DIED THAT 
КАД] WAY CUSSIN’ AND TAKIN’ THE 
LORD'S NAME IN МАІМ... 
> ЖЕП ሪ 


BINA. እ. 77; 


z COUGH : FATHER 
FORGIVE THEM ТНЕҮ- 
NO! М0!!М01!!! 


(“ТАМ THE PRIESTESS, 
ТАМ THE SACRIFICE... 


...WHICH PROVED HE WAS ADEVIL, WE — CP 
SENT НМВАСК TOHELL WHERE НЕСОМЕ “ХАЛ 
FROM-AND THATS WHERE YOU SONS A' fn 
SATAN ARE GOIN; FOR PERSECUTIN’ 
SISTER CINDY... Ё 
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J^ ...'CAUSE SHE'S THE 
DAUGHTER OF GOD, АМР HER 
“ቅ. ENEMIES 15 HIS ENEMIES! 
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"Don't get me started. I'm so tired of the whole thing. 'Cutting edge!' I'm so sick of hearing about the "cutting edge!' 'Cutting 
edge!' 'Cutting edge!" Exactly what is this phrase referring to? Knives? Razor blades? Are we all going to be like kitchen utensils 
in the future? The first time 1 ever heard about the 'cutting edge' was in 1975. | was in art school. My friend, Neal, introduced me 
to this girl, Cherisse, who was very, very 'cutting edge'. She had this long twisted green and red thing on the top of her head. Ten 
years later | found out it was her hair. Cherisse was a 'performance artist’. God, those were magical words in 1975. You had to 
hang out with one 'performance artist' or you were NOWHERE NEAR the ‘cutting edge’. Cherisse...god, І was hooked. She did a 
‘piece’ where she talked about growing up оп Long Island, fighting with her boyfriend, having her period, and then she fondled 
herself with a wheel of Monterey Jack. And this was in 1975. She was THE, MISS, 'Cutting Edge'. She would walk around the halls, 
dressed in black, scowling. She was a goddess... Well, before you knew it EVERYBODY was doing the exact same schtick. 
EVERYBODY was clamoring to be 'cutting edge'. So she quit. What else could she do? Switch to Gouda? She wasn't 'cutting 
edge' anymore. all the girls were dressed in black doing 'pieces' with various cheese of the world. She wound up таггутд some 
guy who worked with tropical fish. Somewhere on Long Island. She's got twins. Don't get me wrong, though. I'm a supporter of the 
Arts. | donate $15 every time PBS runs a special on Brancusi. But this cutting edge business...l've got another guy they call 
'cutting edge'. This guy's 19 years old. A painter. He's been 'cutting edge' for 16 months now. He's been painting for a year. He 
paints great big, huge canvases with little pictures of Babar. And this guy's got 16 dozen lawyers and dealers and god knows what 
else sniffing after him, dousing him with money, proclaiming him 'cutting edge'. He gets his picture in Artforum, scowling, plus 
Details and 16 zillion Japanese magazines. Models throw themselves in his path. He's 19 years old and he's bald and has a face 
like Gale Gordon and these models offer themselves up. But he isn't even interested in models. All he likes Is Babar. So that's 
the 'cutting edge'. Where's this guy gonna be when he's 26? Or 36? Not to mention the models. All І can say Із I've heard enough 
of this cutting edge drivel. It drives me up the wall. Totally meaningless. 1 really couldn't care less. Just don't get me started , 
that's all. So what was it you wanted?" 
Ө 1991, Mark Newgarden 
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‚ MAYBE. 

WELL ALL GROW 

FINS/ITLL ВЕ 
JUST LIKE 
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I REMEMBER LAST WEEK SEEIN’ 


THAT GUY ON THE CORNER 
PREACHIN’ TH’ APOCALYPSE... 


SS” you THINK IT CANT 
у HAPPEN, RIGHT? THAT 
М IM JUST ANOTHER 
CRAZY STREET PER- 
SON? ІМ МОТ” 
SJ 


BUT I KEEP HAVIN’ THE 
SAME NIGHTMARE VIS- 
/Ом/ TIDAL WAVES, 

МАМ? THE WHOLE WORLD 
UNDERWATER 2 


ANOTHER CAACKPOT??-/7 EVERYBODY ALWAYS 
DOESNT LOOK THAT WAY WAILS TO GOD’ WHEN THE 
мом" SHIT HITS -AS FOR МЕ.... 


175 ABOUT 
TIME THE 
WHOLE STINKIN’ 
MESS GOT WASHED 
AWAY? 


CARES IF WE ALL 
DIE 2//75 MIS 
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NEVER / 
ONLY THOSE ACCEPT- 
ING THE LORD AS 
THIER SAVIOR ARE 
ALLOWED ОМ» 


I HEARD GODS VOICE— 
HE SAID TO ME : “BUILD 

AN ARC AND SAVE МЕ МУ 
CHILDREN!” YOUVE BEEN 
CHOSEN, ЗАГТР 


ARENTCHA 
GONNA SAVE TH’ 
REST A THESE 
PEOPLE ? 


EH? WELL 1 
MYSELF CHOOSE 
TO HAVE A DRINK 
RIGHT NOW? AWAY. 
FROM THESE 
CRAZIES’ 


PRAISE 
TH’ LARD? 
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INTO THE AIR THE 
SHIP RISES.... 


MEANWHILE FAR ABOVE SNOW- 
C/7y A BEAM OF CELESTIAL 

ENERGY /S BEING CAST DOWN 
UPON THE ARK.... 


—SNOWCITY 1S NOW A 


LAKE OF FIRE ^ 


EXPLODING 
8) 7 


REFINERY 


— THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN AWAITS? THEY —— 
ALWAYS SAID 
HELL CD FREEZE жеге 
AA OVER BEFORE І == === 
Caven $ MADE IT HERE? ም 
22509 
Я (7 5 I GOTA 
8RAZEN OUT — 
2 — NOT TAKE ANY 
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- í SUNDAY SCHOOL WHEN N „+ 
መመ ፲ МАЗ NINE FOR РІМ“ 5 
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%2 PLATE? THERE MUST ВЕ Ss 
16 Ç SOME MISTAKE / 
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AN E TA C MERE 
DEMAND TO MU MAY, "y 
EACH PASSENGER 15 CHECKED ТО SEE IF HIS SEE GOD RIGHT иСКЕК/ an 
МАМЕ IS WRITTEN IN THE "BOOK OF LIFE" NOW? 
HEY LOOK, PAL, І PONT I 
GIVE А SHIT IF МУ NAM ሀ 
ADMISSIONS AINT LISTED! You BRoucHT| Щ 852 
ME HERE -/75 YER 
FUCK -UP ^ 
e 72 % < 
5ООМ.... HEY YOU NOW т”, 
ы 60 D GUYS/ BIG BINGO SETTLE GODS 
HAMMM CLOUD NINE- COOL роста оч 
N/NE- 
THIS SCENE ШЕ ENT A\ PRIZES? DONT = 
LOOKS РІСЕУ/ MISS /ፐሪሥ LF መች o 
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НОМ DARE NA 


YOU INTERRUPT 
ME WHEN IM 

“ЖА GETTING A 
BLOWJOB ? 


HOWDY 
SAM YOU ОС 
DEVIL ^ GLAD УА 
COULD MAKE IT? 
CARE FOR А 


(vou 
CAN FINISH 


Мц 


"FOR GOD I SENT YOU TO 
50 (ОМЕР THE SHOW ЕМ TH’ WAY.” 
WORLD THAT НЕ OF DRINKIN, GAMBLIN; 
GAVE H/S ONLY WHORIN;-BUT THEY 
BEGOTTEN Sow 7 WERENT ВЦУ/М-50 І 
ZAPPED 'EM?-WILD, P 
` HUH? 


THEY DEVIATEP 2 қ Š Š 22 ነ 
ЗАМ НЕУР WHY хал 
FROM THE ONE WASNT I ON YER AD- + 
TRUE WAY, 5А/47 MISSIONS LIST? YA 1 | b od сар 
FUCK ЕМ ፆ SURE KNOW HOW T 

1 4 MAKE A GUY FEEL IN? YOU ALWAYS 
ааг идэн WELCOME ^ ро/ 


HAVE ASKED FOR BETTER’ 

МУ OWN PLACE, FRIDGE 
FULLA BEER AN’ WH/S- 
KEY, SLOT MACHINE, NEW M 

BROAD EVERY- NI 
NIGHT? ч 


АЖ) 
ONE WEEK LATER | ша Ë 
; 227108 5 MAN I COULDNT 
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THE FLOODS 
AND FIAES ON EARTH 
ARE STILL RAGING 
OUT OF CONTROL 

AS MILLIONS DIE 

HORRIBLY’ 


MEANWHILE 
IN HEAVEN FREE 
TICKETS FOR TH’ ТОР- 


wag LESS /CE-CAPADES ARE 

4 BEING GIVEN OUT ALONG 

WITH A DOUBLE RATION 

ОҒ VODKA SNO-CONES^ 
THATS RIGHT— 


ЗА 


I HAVENT SEEN ~ а 5 EARTH 15 А SMOLDERING RUINS 
A CAR WRECK,A ሥነ. го > 

FIGHT_OR EVEN A | 

HANGOVER SINCE І 


EX г. 


PLACE 15 
NICE 
I DUNNO 
ABOUT THIS 2 
"HARMONIOUS 


PRINK, DRUG, OR 
00000 USE PORNO, LORD/, 
КА FUCH IT^ ፦ on ` 
SSS 


IF І HANG OUT ХХ Sd 
КУУ MUCH LONGER ILL JUST ww 
BUST 7H'PLACE UP 


IN А PDRUNHEN 


ቸር ክር መያ 

< w 
GOD'LL BOOT ə ኔሃ 
МЕ ООТТАНЕВЕ/ - 
LIKE HIS EX-PAL 
BEELZEBUB^ rrr 
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ка 
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MEANWHILE... 


HMMM. 1 
THOUGHT THIS MIGHT AS 
MIGHT WELL GIVE ІМ 
HAPPEN ^ 2 OREAK. ер 
SA МОС! ТУ 
ХХ ТОО... 
» 
B 
ў 
p 
5% 
55 
где” 
ገውን 
Уд, 
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AND ON EARTH SAM FINDS THE 
FLOODS AND FIRES HAVE 5ТОРРЕР/ 


с аа АЙ і 


қ 
Wy 
МУ 
LOOKIT THIS a ИС NOW r WS 
MESS/ALL BECAUSE 2 CAN FIGURE ЖУ е 
PEOPLE DIDNT MANNA 9 LEFT IN THIS QUT МУ Ў Е 
«я 7 FOLLOW MY LOW- ў вотее.... NEXT MOVE... SS Я 
“АҢ LIFE EXAMPLE? Ў 
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ጾ 44 
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ой” 
он МУ | YEAH... THAT PLACE WAS. 

ITS 00. NW] FUCKED ОР... DECIDED Т“ 

BACK ОМ КАХ CHANGE MY WAYS ሃላ" YEAH-I SEE THE 
EARTH, КУМ САМЕ BACH... ONE WAY TO SAVE 
нин? КА THIS WORLD А, 

со s SINNERS/AND 175 А 
Wy IN; TEMPERANCE 
ANNANN A LS MOVEMENT’ 

SS ፅ5. 
SAVE 
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| WORLD 
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„ЛЕШСАВВЕЋ 
г hurrahs 


рееп working out the joke for months. Private. Away from 


ready to laff. 
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REAL 


GREATEST GREATEST 
PAPADEof FUN 


PARADE of FUN 


The Sunday Herald 


LET THE WATERS 
BRING FORTH 

LIVING CREATURES 
IN ABUNDANCE 


LET THERE BE 
LIGHTS IN 


LET THE WATERS 
BELOW GATHER--LET 
DRY LAND APPEAR 
AND BRING 


LET THERE BE 
A FIRMAMENT 


IN THE WATERS 


р», 


ADAM, IM PUTTING YOU 
IN'CHARGE HERE-- 
DRESS AND 
KEEP THIS 
САВРЕМ 


m А и 
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YOU MAY ЕАТ OF ЕУЕВУ 
TREE EXCEPT THE TREE OF 
GOOD AND EVIL--FOR THE 
DAY YOU EAT ITS FRUIT, 
You'LL SURELY DIE 


BONE OF MY BONES, 
FLESH OF MY FLESH-- 
you wiLL BE 
CALLED WOMAN 


IT'S NOT GOOD TO 
LEAVE HIM ALONE-- 
I'LL MAKE HIM 

A HELPER 


ONE WILL 
DO THE JOB 


THEY'RE NAKED 
AND THEY'RE 
NOT ASHAMED 


ШИН Che Sunday Herald ШИН 


УМЕ МАУ БАТ THE 
FRUIT OF ANY TREE 
BUT THIS ОМЕ-- 
YOU момт 
DIE--THE 
LORD KNOWS 
WHEN You 
191 ЕАТ THIS 
3 L FRUIT, YOU'LL 
DID THE LORD 
SAY vou 
SHOULDN'T 
EAT FROM 
EVERY TREE? 


WHO WOULDN'T 
WANT To BE WISE? 


--GATHER FIG IT'S A FINE DAY 
LEAVES AND I'LL SEW E FOR A WALK IN 
THEM INTO APRONS THE GARDEN 


ም атчуу 


27 2772, 


ЯН) Che Sunday Herald ШИ 
BLOND EVE 


WHO TOLD YOU THAT THE WOMAN WHAT HAVE you DONE? THE SERPENT 
YOU'RE NAKED? DID GAVE IT TO ME са o TRICKED ME 
You EAT THE FRUIT ' Gr? ` 


LORD, 
МЕ WERE 
AFRAID 
BECAUSE 


BECAUSE 
YOU'VE DONE 
THIS, you 
ARE CURSED 
ABOVE EVERY 
BEAST/ ON 
YOUR BELLY 
WILL You Go 


WOMAN, I WILL MULTIPLY YOUR 
SORROW AND CONCEPTION! 
YOUR DESIRE WILL BE 
TO YOUR HUSBAND! 


BECAUSE YOU'VE EATEN 
OF THE FORBIDDEN FRUIT, 
CURSED IS THE GROUND 
FOR YOUR SAKE 


3 WILL You EAT 
ALL THE 
DAYS OF 


THORNS AND 2 FOR DUST You 
THISTLES WILL 2 ARE, AND ТО 
IT BRING you-- ў Ў DUST You 
IN THE SWEAT WILL RETURN 
ок YOUR BROW ç 

WILL YOU EAT 


то THE 
GROUND 


NOW, GO AND TILL 
THE GROUND FROM 
WHICH YOU CAME 


@ 1993 R. Sikoryak 25 
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| ПЕШВЯВВЕП 
84... hurrah? “ 


"Well yes, І am looking for an entry-level position. One with little intelligence required. І want something 
menial where | don't have to think very hard or at all, even. That would be nice. One where I'm only a 
marginal cog in a vast corporate machine whose ultimate function | could never begin to comprehend, let 
alone relate to. | want to be used, taken advantage of, beaten down, dicked around, given the shaft, 
exploited unmercifully and after a career of soul breaking monotony І want to be flung away like ап 
obsolete piece of plumbing. | want to be paid as close to minimum wage as feasible. | don't want any 
benefits, medical coverage or even a nurse on duty if | cut off my thumb. І surely don't want any 
challenges. | want to spend my time in this world laboring anonymously, consuming in misery with little 
hope of anything beyond. І also wouldn't mind something with potential health hazards, possibly 
something carcinogenic. And I'd like my meager intelligence regularly insulted -- that's important. Іп 
fact, I'd be interested in regular on-the-job harassment -- racial, sexual or otherwise. And if it's not too 
much to ask, I'd really appreciate a position on the verge of obsolescence, something where I'd stand a 
good chance of being replaced by a computer circuit or a third-world child, or a genetically mutated 
member of the mandrill family within six years. In short, Mr. Shorin, I'm not looking for anything special.” 


© Mark Newgarden, 1990 


THE SHIP SITS ом SALT WATER. А BACON AROMA 


FILLS THE AIR. THE HoPEFuL RISE UP SLOWLY 


FRoM THE DEPTHS; 
THEIR FATE ጋዊ 


RETURWS THEM ТО 


A 
GEEDIX] 
грр 


ADVENTURE 


by 
J.B. )онп бог 


- 8 SEEMINGLY QUIET HARBOR... 
аа». 
—— a 


JuSt WHERE 56 YOY 
THiwK You're богу 6?/? 


WE'RE 

JUST POOR 
ORPHAN KIDS 
Coming ур 
Our оғ THE 


жингэр WAY то ВЕ/ 
ORPHANS ? WE JUST Took 
; SOME BODY'S 


BOAT our HERE ~ Buy 


ом THE BAY, YERSELVES 


AND іт 


ЗАМК! 


мо... 


| DON'T 


WANT some! 


You Тнимк THE FAT'S 


болға MAKE us мове BUOYANT? 


СОМЕ ом! ሠ።ዳፐ | WANT 15, 


To STOP MESSING AROUND 


Амр GET BACK OUT 
ТНЕВЕ/ 


А MAN 15 UNDER THE НАТ. 


HE HAS LOST HIS WAY. 


Sniff! Зе Кру 


ші 
AUSAGES/ 


5 


GEEDIX, МЕАВВУ, CONSIDERS 
А VACANT MEMORY. 


WHY ромт you King 


š GO STOKE тне Furwace?!? 


You REALLY роогт 
| REMEMBER who You ARE, 
Do you, МВ. BRowm? 


7188! TIBB! The 
STOKEHOLD is FLOODED! 
we'i > 
R€ TAKING oN y е 
1 


s. WELL. THE 
SHIP'S АВоот 
TO CAPSIZE. 


You ARE A BAD PERSON, Uso VEA Ны: 
STARTIN’ ТА 
- E woBopv A 


You took LIKE A 
ë IT's JUST ТНАТ 
Ho = 
ST. IS EVERY YOUR FACE LookS 


Вору WEARING LIKE А Соок!Е WITH 


WHITEFACE PAINT? WHITE FROSTING 


БТАКВОАКР SIDE: 1 MELANCHOLY, THEY PART — 


де» 
~ 


Аноу, LADY CoP/ 
How's EVERYTHING? 


DAMN, JIBBRE! WHERE ро 
You тниук you're боб? 
WHERE'S THE REST or YOUR 


- ч cREw?!? 


.. AWD WHERE'S your 
SHIP? | WAwT 
SAUSAGES! 


SHIP ЗАМКИ 
EVERYBODY 
МЕ ህጉ Home: ЈЕ] 


| 
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||| AND 2 

| JULIE, Ў 

| [ሦ/ሪ IU- | 
| ҮЕАК-пгь #2 
||| GIRLS, AE ^ 
| BUTTERFLY =l 
| МЕ 37 
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! 
| і 
“ЭЭ ТЕМЕВҮ TIME НЕ UPG THE “І | 


= иа LOnK AT FACH OTH R| 
"P APPROVAL. Ё 


ЕГЕ HAVE TD Lon«- 
Ї 11:50 IF ай WANT АМ 


| "НАМЕ ҮС 
| FELT 


| Tue YOUN MAN BECOMES | 


| AND FORCES HER Pow, @ 


NN ү - 
Мы” == 


MS а 
4 и 2 


` к ( 
\ NN \ 


! JULIE STA 
| Рок 


THEY RUN UNTIL | 
THEY ARE OUT OF BREATH, М 


ከ. 


ч 
| 


Ч | 
М 1 N І MAKE MYSELF 


SMILE WHEN 
I SEE HER 


Л/ МУМУ ይ፦ 


"= 
ХХ ሆ፤» 


REMEMBER WHEN I WAS А 
KID AND I FOUND THAT ICE 
ORANGE 


WELL, І THINK 
ІМ GOING TO GO 
ТНАТ МОМЕ... 


% ARE YOU SURE 
YOU DONT WANT 
* то со? 


SINCE OUR FAMILY MOVED AWAY, I TRY TO GO БАСҚ 
AND VISIT HER TWICE А YEAR, IF I CAN. 


BUT WHEN YOUR СКАМО- 

FATHER CUT INTO THAT 

ROAST AND ALL THAT RED 
WHAT CAME OVER JUICE RAN ALL OVER THE 


I JUST LEANED OVER AND 
BARFED EVERYTHING 1 HAD IN 
MY STOMACH ALL OVER THIS 
SNOBBY LADY'S SHOES 


ME, EITHER PLATE, THAT WAS IT 


LOTS OF PEOPLE 
МОЈА FAMILY 


IT WAS THE FIRST TIME ID 
EVER THROWN UP AT THE DIN- 
NER TABLE. I WAS GLAD AT 
LEAST IT WAS ON HER. 


' 
I REALLV THIS RECORDING 
DON'T WANT 15 NOT TO BE 
To RECORD i RECORDED 


эй, MA NN іш ... 


И 

И 
ሸ5 sogror LIKE Й тн BUTTON 15 ve 
THE DELIVERY MEN ለ SPACESHIP ТА 
HAVE TO BRING THE № ነ Й 

за CHAIR IN THE Ё 1 | | | 

BACK DOORS ) 

? 5 Б < ami 
— а 


WE HELP HER ТО 
SIT IN THE CHAIR 


AND SUGGEST 
MAYBE AED LIKE 


RA 
ዴዝ 


BUT I DON'T UNDER- 
STAND HOW THE 
BUTTONS WORK 


‘oud 


ШЕ 
УХАЖ 
Чү 


SOMETIMES TWO OR MORE 
DAYS GO BY AND THE ONLY 
PERSON I TALK ТО (5 THE CAT 


=” 


№. 


па < / М 
{ араў мере 
a 


I; As jr. / 
0807 Regen] 


SO THEY HOG 
ALL THE TABLES 
AND SNEER WHEN 
YOU TRY TO SIT 
WITH. THEM 


AGAIN SHE 15 
GOING TO GO 
ЗАСК TO HER 
APARTMENT 


JUST А LITTLE Ві 
J M мове оғ 
| Ч SOMETHING 
| Ч 
» 

ФЕРИ 28 

I CAN'T..I REALLY ОДА 

TRY BUT T CAN'T ІК 


ІТ 15 STRANGE GOING TO VISIT HER THERE. 


SHE DECIDES 
TO FOLLOW US DOWN 
TO WHERE WE MOVED, 
TAKING UP RESIDENCE IN 
А RETIREMENT APARTMENT 
COMPLEX ONLY A FEW MILES 
AWAY FROM MY PARENTS’ 
HOUSE. SHE SAYS SHE 15 
HAPPY TO BE AWAY 
FROM THE WINTER 
WEATHER. 


1175 HARD 
FINDING A SI 
ANYWAY 

| 
y 


7 # 


BRING МЕ ANOTHER 
PILLOW FROM 


OF COURSE, YOU САМ 
HAVE IT BACK АМУ 
TIME YOU WANT 


= 
(p= 


AND I WENT | 
DOWNSTAIRS TO THE 
ICEBOX ТО GET 
SOMETHING TO БАТ 


JA (17 
= (Й 
Д \ ў / 


i: HANE SANE SEN ; LIKE LAST NIGHT... ў І 24 
| ер ТНЕУ MOVED МЕ 
ПЕЕ ተ | ушур 


| ግፐ ና ЕЗ == r T 2 2 ም | 
Я mm JUST ) | በም መመ 
17 NS] Г sw 
1 ህ 1 ЈУ aam T РАД 
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ANE] 
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ў — SO Т SAID, “IT OCCURS 
THEN НЕ SAID" WHAT ТО МЕ TO ASK YOU 
ARE YOU КЕК; IN HERE? THE SAME QUESTION” 


-BUT 

ME--I KEEP 

IMAGINING WHERE THINGS 
ARE AND I DON'T EVEI 


t D TO HANE A HOUSE 
OF THINGS ~ 
NOW LOOK AT 


HAVE THEM ANYMORE 


1 ነ 
ነ 
| 

| 


: THE NEXT DAY 
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CS hurrah’ УЧ 


“This is us. This is us waking up. This is us getting out of bed. Up out of bed. To put the water on. For coffee. This 
is us awake. We're awake now. Here we are. This is us making water boil. Spooning our coffee. This is us up and 
awake and drinking our coffee. This is us awake and alert and not sleeping. Eating our bread with the coffee we 
made. Smell that coffee. Mmmmmmmm. Smells like coffee. It is coffee. That's why. This is us needing Т.М. on. 
This is “Bugs Bunny and Friends” on. This is us. Watching an ad for Popiel. For K-Tel. For the Navy. You're 
making an excellent point that Elmer Fudd is not Bugs Bunny's friend. I'm knowing that you took the bigger of the 
two pieces of bread. I'm agreeing with your excellent point. And neither is Popeye. This is us agreeing. This is us 
in agreement. This is us totally agreed on a thing. This is us ready to wake up. We're getting up now. This is us 
getting up. To put on some water. This is us getting up to make coffee. Here we go. This is us going. This is us 
doing. We're making the coffee. To really wake us up. To go do. We're getting up because we slept too long. We 
get tired of sleeping. We get so tired of it that we can't stay awake anymore. So this is us getting up. Getting going 
now. We're watching T.V. We're watching cartoons. This is up, alert and watching cartoons. There's a cartoon 
about Bugs and Elmer. Elmer's shooting Bugs. Not like friends, | agree. There's a cartoon about Sniffles the 
mouse. Іп the cartoon Sniffles keeps falling asleep. So he drinks lots of coffee. This is us watching Sniffles 
drinking coffee, while our water boils. This is us agreeing: Elmer and Bugs can never be friends. This is me 
turning and seeing the way your mouth brushes the edge of the cup. The coffee is hot. This is me hating you. This 
is us drinking our coffee, eating our bread, watching cartoons and getting up and going. And doing. This is us. 
Here we go. We're getting up now. The water's boiling.” 


© Mark Newgarden, 1990 
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MAN 

ALMIGHTY, ZAK. | | 

You Look POOR Boy. 
ике DEATH ፈኒ EYE бот 


SOMETHING 
WARMED » THAT'LL 
MAKE You 


MAKE YOURSELF 
AT НОМЕ AND T'LL 
Ах US BoTH UP 
A LITLE 
MEDICINE / 


ГУЕ бот 


То GET Нор 
ዕዩ MYSELF! 


Pant,choke, 


I NEED A 
DRINK TO 


МУ бор, 
HELEN. I 
DIDN'T 

KNOW You 


SOMETIMES THE VERY 
ACT oF BEING ALIVE 
CAN BE So PAINFUL. 
I OFTEN WONDER IF IT 
WOULDN'T BE SMARTER 
TO JUST LIE DOWN 
AND DIE ALREADY! 


ен, Гм мет. 
IT'S JUST THAT 
SoMETIMES I 
NEED A LITTLE 


ЗЕРАТМЕ. 


САКЕ Те 
Join ME? 


WASN'T І SUPPOSED ТО STERILIZE 
THE NEEDLE FIRST oR SOMETHING ? 
іт FEELS LIKE SOMEONE'S POURING 
A WARM BUDWEISER ON MY BRAINS. 
NORMALLY T WOULDA'T INDULGE IN 
SUCH A DANGEROUS DRUG BUT 
THIS WHOLE WEEK'S BEEN SO 
NERVE-WRACISING FOR МЕ. т GOT 
FIRED FROM МУ JoB LAST MONDAY, 
SUSAN, MY INSANE GIRLFRIEND, 
DUMPED МЕ ON TUESDAY, МУ 
LANDLORD RAISED MY RENT ON 
WEDNESDAY. DINO, MY Do G, DIDN'T 
СОМЕ HoME LAST NIGHT. IT'S 
LIKE I'M STUCK IN A WEIRD 
HUNGARIAN CARTOON / 


I'M STARTING To FEEL BETTER 
Now. т DUNNO. DID You EVER 
GET THE FEELING THAT EVERY- 
THING AROUND You 15 TRYING To TELL 
You SOMETHING IMPORTANT. EVERY 
THING You HEAR AND SEE HAS ENCODED 
WITHIN IT A SECRET MESSAGE THAT 
A PART OF Your MIND IS RECEIVING 
WITHOUT You CONSCIOUSLY AWARE OF 
THE EXCHANGE. EXCEPT FoR THOSE 
BRIEF LUCID MOMENTS Your BRAIN 
PICKS UP THE MESSAGE LouD AND 
CLEAR ? МЕЦ ит HAPPENED 
TO ME THIS AFTERNOON, 
HELEN. HELEN 2 


za 
S 


къ 
<q 


You're 
A TOUGH 
ONE To 
CATCH UP 


(ВЕ 


How Авойт IN ВЕР 
WITH А BEAUTIFUL 
WOMAN ? 


TODAY IS GENTLE- 
) Вит 5 Ы MANS-CHoIC€ DAY. You 
1 KNEW САМ GO INAN AUTO 
WRECK4A DRUG OVER- 


You'd PICK 
че ом MY DOSE, SUICIDE OR 
cues’ A AIDS /?/ 


I'N€ бот To CALM 
Down. гм SHAKING ALL 
OVER. DID I REALLY ESCAPE 
DEATH? IF IT'S TRUE, THAT 
MAKES ME IMMORTAL IT MEANS 
I'M BEYOND DEATH. ТМ LIKE 

А 7омвіе. I'M 
Ро5т-бело. 


УЧ FOOD IS TASTELESS Now. ТМ мот HMN, MY HEART'S NOT BEATING AND 
aN EVEN HUNGRY. І WONDER IF 


MY HANDS ARE So COLD. Чет MY 
RN TLL EVER FEEL HUNGER AGAIN. БЫНЫ» hot CONGEALING AND т 
OR IS FOOD JUST FOR THE 3 
Ес 2 DON'T FEEL RIGOR MORTS. І 
LIVING ? I USED То ENTOY THE | Е 
Ы SIGHT OF А SEXY WOMAN, DON'T FEEL MUCH LIKE ANYTHIN 
Now I'M UNMOVED. EVEN REALLY. 


MUSIC SOUNDS LIKE 


WELL, AT 
LEAST BEING DEAD 
MEANS NOT HAVING то 
WORRY ABOUT "MAKING 
A LIVING! I CAN PURSUE 
ANYTHING I CHooS€. TROUBLE 
15 I Don't FeeL MUCH 
LIKE DOING ANYTHING. 


YEARS FRoM Now EVERY - 
ONE ГУЕ EVER KNOWN 
WILL HAVE DIED. I 
FEEL LONELY 
ALREADY, 


T'v€ LOST 
SOME COLOR PER- 
CEPTION. EVERYTHING 

LookS GREY AND 

Риш. SUDDENLY ALL 

LIFE AROUND ME 
LookS So 
BROKEN AND 


WHAT TIME 15 IT? МУ WATCH 
15 DEAD Тоо! I DIDN'T NOTICE 
IT DYING. BUT IN A WAY, 
A WATCH 15 ALWAYS DYING. 
It's ONLY LIVING WHEN 
1115 DYING. So DEATH 
MUST BE BUILT INTO 
LIFE. 50: IF LIVING 
IS DYING. THEN 
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"You know І wasn't always called to medicine. | swear. See, I've been a naturally funny individual ever since І was 
a kid. So originally І was going to be a stand-up comic. I've always needed to make people laugh, lighten their 
load, the whole bit. Sounds corny. І mean it though. That's my thing. So | spent six years doing waitering shifts, 
washing cars, driving cabs, living like a loser, just so | could hit the clubs at night and polish ту act. Га hang 41 
two, three, four o'clock waiting for my shot. Crazy days. Nutso days. Life. Well, it's one of those things. It just didn't 
play. See, | was born into the wrong era. My kind of humor is a dying thing. Now it's all sickness and sex and 
death. Call те old-fashioned. What can І say? And І wasn't managed properly. There's a story. It's who you know. 
And l didn't know. Not then anyway. Your head hurt? But my mother always had this dream. My uncle was a 
Podiatrist. My cousin discovered Bactine. So | gave up comedy and went to pre-med. Next to the clubs medical 
school was a piece of cake. І mean it. So, ten years later I'm a fabulously successful specialist. | know, sounds 
wacko. Hey. My mother's happy. But you know what my secret dream is? |'| tell you. It's to really help heal people 
through the miracle of laughter. Not anti-bodies. Not surgery. І sincerely believe that laughter is the best God- 
damn medicine available. Ever hear of Norman Cousins? He says that too. А good joke is stronger than all the 
aspirin in the world. Wacko, crazy, but it's an established fact. There's been statistics, tests, paperbacks, the 
whole thing. And you know what? You need the right attitude. That's critical. | think it's a love thing. Love is 
laughter. Inseparable. Symbiotic. Crazy. So. | see we're having a bad reaction to the chemo, Mr. Klein. Lighten up. 


Did you know your doctor beat Danny Thomas at golf last week? 
Ж | ' š @ 1989 Mark Newgarden 


A re-creation of GREATION 


1) BIRTHDAY/the Birth of the EARTH. Speaking in BURSTS of 
ELECTRONS, Microscopic PR0JECTORS spew forth a massive 
particle SNEEZE in 360 degrees. À recipe for planets form 

flatulent LUMPS in the PUDDING. The World is an enormous 


ROOM with a VAULTED GEILING. 


5) EMBRYOGENESIS: FROM one EGG to MANY. MR.BUBBLE, the HOMUNCULUS * Hard boiled. 
The ОГ’ ball 0” PLASMA in ecstasy. 
* MINIATURE person in the sperm 


ኣኣ 


3, 
4) "m ро 
REPLICARON. Se 
HEDONISTIC 15 THE 
SACRED ANTENNA. 
CLOUDS envelop the land 
like the walls of the 
placenta. The Sacred 
Antenna dominates the 
landscape. BIG 
BROADCAST, o GODdamn 
HOLY bio-chemical 
commands GO OUT over 
the AIRWAVES far and 
wide, giving all pleasure 
receptors the COMMAND 
TO FORNICATE & 
REPLICATE. And GOD 
LOOKED DOWN FROM HIS 
GLUCOSE TUBE AND SAID 
“IT WAS GOOD,” and 
without linguistic 
intervention BURST into 
SONG. 


In the beginning there was the MIND. WORDS form PICTURES 
іп the mind’s EYE, a Holy CATHODE RAY TUBE in the SKY | 


LUMPY GAS, 
the 
immediato 
solar system; 


2) INSIDE of the PUPIL of the MIND'S EYE. EXTREME CLOSE-UP showing forced entry of RETINA by the 
CATHODE RAY TUBE. FLUIDS fall down from the HEAVENS, deliriously. Also a DELICIOUS frequency 
layercake unfolds from out of the blackHOLE pupil sinkdrain. 

3) CALLING ALL CARS LifeSPARK joyspout BURSTS. The ancient spawning ground of primordial SOUP 
spoons full of proteins. Electrical jump-start of plant and animal TV programs. 


/ 


ALL manner 
of larvae, 
seed, spore, 
sprout, 

& zygote 
self manu- 
facture and 


ር 


6) NEW PATENTED LIFE FORMS. Beasthood. SQUIRMIN' VERMIN. 
CARNIVORE vs. HERBIVORE in Supermarket food-chains. 
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monsters and marvels 


Nature performs an unprecedented and PERVERSE Humanoid mental agility 
EXPERIMENT on a peculiar strain of CARNIVOROUS APES. 2,000,000 years in the develops LAYERS of SLEAZINESS & NOBILITY. Inside a genetic 
Ingestion of Holy Fungus transforms the PRIMATES allowing making, is shown here late WILD CARD, the MASTER GLAND resembles strange monosyllabic 


them a glimpse into the INFINITE (causing no EYESTRAIN). in the developmental stage. people of the holy atomic flea CIRCUS (Hormones be thy name). 


тн». 


Simultaneous creations. 
The ossified bad. 


THE HOLY FIRST MOTHER ТЕМРТАТІОН is not 


Archeologists have found fossil AND FATHER (A HIGHLY IMPROBABLE BEGINNING). the snake of the tree of KNOWLEDGE but IS the tongue of the 
remains of many natural mistakes, Siamese RIBtwin incest; Adam, the MOTHER of the 4 faced DEMON of ADDICTIVE materials and SUBSTANGES. This 
impossible hybrids and monstrosities HOLY first SISTER/WIFE/MOTHER of MANKIND, is corruptor introduces hostility between the sexes. 


pre-dating the MEDICAL INDUSTRY. shown here giving birth to EVE. (see next panel) 


0 HOLY AND GREAT Grubby finger-prints of the INFINITE 


Banished Lunar Demons make sleep an 
consort of god, she pre-dates EVE (alias the snake of liberated from the unconscious Storage and retrieval warehouse and serves up 
EDEN). Her veil with veins: Queen Volatile. Consort of the Revenge killing Body, is IMPRISONED. raw ground meat furniture (by accident). Tiny machines 
DEVIL. Amazon Goddess of door to door organ grinders. for Cheating on Hath the BRAIN-dead planted Directly in the Cortex are instructed in the art of 
Goddess of female LIBIDO, fluid mixmastress. SLEEP. a right-to-LIFE ? handling silverware (to the point of DRY CLEANING the soul). 


17) The DIVIDING LINE between LIFE and NON-LIFE 18) Virtuoso SURGEONS raid AUTO- 19) UNANNOUNCED INTERFERENCE. 20) MACHINE PHILOSOPHY 
begins to BLUR. RENT-A-BODY surrogates are able to PARTS CATALOGS and GYNECOLO- DEMONIC laughter on EMERGENCY BROAD- Dangerous machine 
MUTATE into and PROCREATE with any SPECIES, any GICAL textbooks to perform live CAST FREQUENCIES come scanning and EVOLUTION, MOTHER of 
device, any molecular arrangement, any energy field. | TAXIDERMY on PHANTOMS. tunneling out from the Earth's hot core. idea-driven fornication. 


= ~ Я 18 


YEUX 


flood gates of HELL 


SERIOUS BODY 
DISTURBANCES RESULT. 
A PHONY SYMPHONY: 
Neurons send rapid 
BURSTS of ELECTRONS 
to the CORTEX as it 

4 disintegrates. 


21) Shadow CONSTRUCTS. The reincarnation of obsolete 22) Bridge over the shallow ocean 23) The AFTERIife: afterLIFE in a cheap hotel 
machinery stalk the planet. A perpetual feedback 100Р. of Consumer Desire. lobby—a fetish performance of the DAMNED. 


H 


24) THE mouth of HELL has some APPETITE. GOD 

so screwed up the World, His SHADOW took over. 

See the BLACK HOLE entrance to the HOLY GHOST 

DRIVE-thru. Notice the gaping mouth. The Last 25) 80 TO HELL? THE START OF 360 degrees of NOTHINGNESS. The SPHINCTER MOUTH 

Judgement imposes a tyranny of GOOD TASTE. SWALLOWS itself UP and SPEWS OUT the BIG CRUNCH (the opposite of the big bang). 
EARTH is flattened out into а pancake. Everything leads back to panel #1. The MIND 
looks itself in the EYE and says TURN OFF the LIGHTS when YOU LEAVE. 


TCE ABVENTURES OF THE ЗАО Guy 


Now MARJORIE, І KNOW 430007 
IS ል LOT TO PAX FOR А АМИ. (| 
номе BIBLE STUDY CORSE — 
EVEN OF GEST QvALIT4.—— 


сак. «s IT LOOKS снае”. 


А LITTLE FIGHT 
ома (сиоке) LITTLE 
нтев. 


ТМ НАМӘ5омея. 
Than FUCKIN’ ос” 


BURT сомуч- 
ANY DAH, МАМИ 


QVICK— SAN so enine I самит наф 7 

LEVER | THINKING AGouT 
DONNA села WHEN) THAR RECTUMS 
I SEE оо PEOPLES Ехспепно IT 
LIKE THAT EATING? o 


m s 
^») | 
зе 


Ч | 


T 
А 


‘Kip’? wy ром Т 
You Яст moRMAL! 


HE'LL PLUG ніс owm ASSHOLE 
WiTH THOSE THINGS! 


ТҰЗТТАЛТТА 


| бот А Pinks 
1 бот Á Pinte? 


Abn 


CAN'T STAY FELLAS N 4 


GOT A WHITE one! 


I aeRO 


y OH- $uRE/ Bovy 
OF CHRIST Амр ዳረፈ- 


FoR ፕዘዩ CHURCH, 
: НЯро'т THOUGHT 


You KNOW 


SOMETHING'S 
BLOCKING YOUR 
PEEP- 


1 
i 


как 


(01442 Sim Woopringe 


ДА STOOD THERE, QUIVERING, 
PALE -- A REAL SPECIMEN. 


MY NAME 15 DOPPEL 
GANGER. ГМ ል 
BIOCHEMIST, FOR THE 
PAST TEN YEARS I'VE 
ВЕЕМ WORKING ОМА 
PROJECT OF MAJOR 
IAAPORTANCE/ 


BUT NOW МУ -- 
Y COLLEAGUE 
HAS STOLEN MY 
NOTES, AND PLANS 
TO CONTINUE 
WITHOUT NE! 


PRIVATE EYE/ І NEED 
YOUR HELP/ 


መሙ 
= 


~ 


5 Ха 
СОО? 
LER 2172) 
© 
КАЖА) 
ALLA THE DRUDGE 
WORK АМ’ NUNNA 
THE GLORY, EH? 


(T'S NOT JUST 
THAT, (TS - ~ 


| 


--JF THIS INFORMATION GOT INTO 
THE WRONG HANDS,THE RESULTS 
COULD BE -- DEADLY.” 


ALL RIGHT, GANGER, YA SING 
A PRETTY TUNE! WHAT SAY I 
VISIT THIS COLLEAGUE А! YOURS 
AN’ SEE WHAT І САМ NOSE ЦР? 


ሙመ Га = 2 


У SPLENDID, MR. МАНН. 
HER. МАМЕ 15-- 
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DR. FERMI LABLUSH/ DR. LABUSH7 I'M MANLEY MANN, 


THE REPORTER WHO CALLED Yol 
EARLIER. I’M WORKIN’ ON A 
” STORY ABOUT BIOCHEMISTS, 


BEAUTIFUL -- BUT 


BY THE WAY, ро you 
PANGEROUS! I GAVE HER THE 


ХАТ МАМЕ EEZ 
KNOW A RESEARCHER | 
USUAL QUESTIONS, AND SHE GAVE 
ME THE USUAL ANSWERS, 


р 


| = ЭЛ 


Хеб РАМЕ АВЕ 
БҮ THE МАЛЛЕ А” : To AAE, 
POPPEL GANGER 2 Á ; 


መሙ 


7777 I SLIPPED HER ONE 
TO WATCH HER SWEATS 


SAY, ИН, WHAT'S THAT В 


lE 
FILE? 50METHIN' IMPORTANT 
I BET. і 


ДА, 1 ОРЕМЕР 77, МУ ЕУЕ5 
NEARLY POPPED OUTTA МУ HEAD/ 
NO WONPER GANGER WAS 
WORRIED -- THIS COULD CHANGE 
THE WORLD 45 WE KNOW IT! 


M- FILE WAS RIGHT ON 
HER DESK LIKE BEFORE. I 
GUESS THESE SCIENCE TYPES 
BELIEVE IN THE GOOD WIL 
OF THEIR FELLOW MAN’ 


JA АМ” МЕ DON'T GET 
ALONG, 50 1 PAID ANOTHER. 
VISIT TO THE LADY DOC -- 
WHILE SHE WAS ASLEEP! 


СУАД ЖЛ. СУ эш 
каде (“аша 


ДЕ 


глаза 
Сан! 
US 


а 


ЖУ И BARS WERE OVERHEARD PISCUSSIN’ 
PHILOSOPHY: VEGETARIANISM WAS ON THE 
RISE; AN’ IN THE GOVERNMENT, PROPOSALS 
WERE BEIN’ MADE 72 CUT THE DEFENSE 

BUDGET, AN’ SPEND MORE ОМ SOCIAL 


ር. GRAM X n 2 WF 
4 У 4 


Wwe 


Ween: GANGER AND_LABUSH HAD BEEN WORKIN! 
ON DEVELOPIN’ AN ORAL CONTRACEPTIVE 
FOR MEN -- AN’ HAD SUCCEEDED / 

perm 4 ዘ መ | Š { 


ПИ 


Ч А ХХ Ё 
на ТТА ра 
WEY TESTED /г FOR YEARS /N FRANCE, 


AN’ THE RESULTS WERE PHENOMENAL -- 
ONLY, THERE WERE THESE SIDE EFFECTS... 


Po NOT MOVE, T 
РЕЕЕ2. Е 
[ p— my 


0 


27 
TK 
4 
£ 


WIZ YOUR PLEASURE 


WE SHALL PUT IT 
BACK IN; МО? 


` ሠው ለላ 
ркетту LADY LIKE you vire Ë Нэ1"5ЦЗУЛЛЭЭ pasciet / 


) ALL THOSE BRAINS, SHOULD A CONSPIRACY- - 
TURN OUT TO BE-- -——— _— 
са =] ЕТ 


WHAT I DO, MONSIEUR Nar CREAKY DOOR WAS ALL THE 
MANN, І DO FOR ТЕ 5 DISTRACTION І NEEDED! 
LOVE OF SCIENCE. Т-- : 


Too LATE WOW, 28 2 THAT TURNS 
LOOK AT THE WAY You ОМ, нин? 
T ~ 


І САМЕ ВМ", 

то TRN TO 
REASON 
WITH HER 


ONE LAST 


A r 
Е 2 c \ 
De ON በ 
Ж Ж Ч k. b ከ. 
2 I WAS 
WAITING YN 
БОР. You ` 
š то тах f ж 
РА THAT / 


YES, MR. MANN. AND 
YOU'LL BE INTERESTED 
TO KNOW THAT I'VE 


ТМ SORRY, GANGER, ОН МО, MR, MANN? AND sors VICLENCE,,,,, 
ВИТ THAT'S NOT THE WHAT ARE YOU GOING C HOW... PREDI 
WAY IT'S GONNA WORK, ро ОР-- СТАВІ 


THESE TWO РАМЕЗ 
Wi RE BOTHERIN’ 


VERY 
PAGE /У THAT FILE 
WAS GONE! 


г 


Оук HERO OMNIPOTENT. 


THAT'S 
WHAT 
| АМ 


1 wilt RIP GAPING 
HOLES !'N THE FABRIC OF 
TIME AND SPACE 


THE MEGLOMANIAC 


7 МОТ IN А SOCIAL 


SENSE ALTHOUGH AS 
A PILLAR OF SOCIETY 


~. MY POWER /5 


FORMIDABLE 


MASTERS, 

MISTER 
OF ALL 

MISTERS 


YEARS OF MENTAL 
CONCENTRATION 
HAVE GIVEN ME EXTRA 
ORDINARY ABILITIES 
FAR BEYOND THOSE 


FROM NOW 
ON YOU PEOPLE 
АВЕ GoING TO 
BE DOING 
Аб 1 SAY. 
CONSIDER 
THAT A 
COMMAND 


AND NO 
WHINING. 


NOW 


WHERE'S THE CHARTS AND GRAPHS ? 
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“ር REWGARDER 
4, hurrah? 


“When І was а younger man І deeply сагеа for a woman who, although she епјоуед ту 
company, would not respond to my efforts to engender a romantic context between us. 
However, when | retreated from frequent contact (which was ultimately less painful) there she 
would be with phone calls in the night, flirtatious asides, steel blue eyes, and two of Nature's 
better cheekbones supernaturally dropping and rising as she laughed the name of my soul. This 
pattern evolved into a sort of dance which we performed for over thirty-five years - а step east 
responded by a step west, likewise north and south and backward and forward and up and 
down, again and again. Meanwhile, l looked elsewhere, married, fathered four children (two of 
them highly paid professionals) and developed my own corporation from a modest egg delivery 
route in Rochester, N.Y., which І bought in the autumn of 1964. She married also and buried her 
husband, a concert pianist, in Easton, Pa., last year, shortly after the death of my wife, Elena. | 
loved this woman deeply for over thirty-six years and finally decided to take my stand. | 
requested her hand in marriage two weeks ago and, in answer to my prayers, she has agreed. 
She is going to be joining me here within ten minutes. І love this remarkable woman with all of 
my heart and soul. Please bring us both the fajitas." 


© 1989 Mark Newgarden 


ያ ገ 


GS 


(С 


ዘ ተዘ 
ТШ 


n 
Ч 


кекете || 
Vp МО у ПИ ШШШ ШИШИШИ REL ШШ 


wt CAN САТСН 
4 05 А RAT “тн 
М THIS TRAP I <. 
DONE FOUND/ 


SET BAIT HERE, 
WHERE RAT KEEPS 
COMIN FoR “Боор” / 


F 
АЯ 


You CocKSUCKERS HAVE STUCK 
МЕ IN YER TRAP! PULL МЕ OUT! 


SHIT/ የ!» 
RAT ATE JELLY 
BEAN UP! 


St HMMM... МЕ THINK 
MUTANT RAT STUL 15 
Соор ЕКТІМ. JUST HARDER , 

PA To KILL ! NEED To, W, 

= Cook LONGER Тоо!) м 


“е 


WHERE THAT JELLY ቺ 


BEAN, FUCKER RAT? 


p 1 
HMMM... 
соор FUCK 
RAT IN ASS 


WHAT You ром? Ё 
RAT SQUEELIN’ LIKE 
STUCK PIG! OE 


LEGGO, 
You BRAT! 


о 
ї» СОН 
« і 


KILL RAT FoR, 

COOKIN? CLUB? 

STRANGLE? Kick? 
SKIN? HANG? 


w! E 
` КАТ MAKE NOISE, 
BUT AE CAN TELL HIM 
Кот А VIRGIN! ይደ 


Фот A GooperR IDEA. V 
(АС USE RAT FoR BAIT... 
WHAT А STROKE OF ТВАР US ል BIG Роб:// ў 


LUCK! НА HA HA! LOOK AT TY MEAT! ” 
EM SWARMING IN THE PLENTY MEAT! FILLING MEALS// * 


SE ! WELL БАТ : 
“огло НА! Т PETER TAKE THESE ON BACK 


To THE COMPOUND IMMEDIATELY. 
JESUS WILL BE PLEASED МОН 
МЕ! HOWLELOOLYA! PRAISE THE 
LORD! т» А MIRACLE// 9 


` 


OKAY, BABES C. 
I LOVE YOU, TOO - 


SEE You TEEN JOB SQUAD? 1 


| GOT AN EMPLOYMENT 2 
TONIGHT- OPPORTUNITY FOR 25 BOYS 
WHO AIN'T AFRAID OF HARD WORK! 


RIGHT NOW 1 
GOT A LITTLE 
TOX/CS РКОоБ ЕМ: 


Ж 
~ SUMMER JOB 
PROGRAM 


JUSTIN GREEN, “өз 


AWRITE LISTEN (27 IF SOME SNOOP 
WANTS TO SEE YOUR * PERMIT," JLIST 
GIVE ` EM MY PHONE NUMBER, OKAY? 


22977, | e 


чы 
ДУ Ди 
АЖ) 


й TAPA 
Ма BANANA 


YEAH ‚РАВЕ! 


WHAT’S ЧР, THE COAST 15 CLEAR. /7 


LET: 7 
BEEF STROGANOFF? : S Po м TO IT. 
THAT SOUNDS GREAT/ 4 


OKAY, PLL ВЕ 
HOME BY 7/ 


SEE , ALL YOU GOTTA РО IS RIP 

THE GRAY STUFF OFFA TH’ WALL 

ФР TOSS IT IN THESE 2 
REFRIGERATOR Boxes! [24 


R,YESSIR | 
ነ።፦--ና REMEMBER: (ፎ ANYBODY јез 

Boxes FULL/ | m} исе US, you LET AE 
DO THE TALKIN’ 


1 


» 
ZZE 
== 


GU 
NN 


ARE ALL THESE 
BOXES FULL OF 
THIS GRAY STUFF? 


= መ 


ረሷ | FOUR HOURS TIMES $5 


TRUUT, Е 
55:22) 


|| 


WHAT HAPPENS WHEN THE 
CITY GETS WISE TO 
WHERE You STASH 


HI BABE -LOOK. ፻፲ 
VIA GONNA ВЕ < 
A LITTLE 4.472. 
AL DUNKIRK DROPPED 
BY THE OFFICE. [> 


| KNOW 1725 му Ё 
FAVORITE DISH 7 4 
COULD YA NUKE IT 


: А 

SHORRY ‘Bout 5 

a ара ў к You sonore 
й BITCH! 


| 


= 
== Z 


NA AÍ 
Үр x` 


Майи 
— << 
2 P РНЕ HE-ELING Уо GHASTLY МАТОВІ 
ATERS ор СИНУ GROTY Bu, 


УМ LEAVIN то 
Ee GOOD 


©; 
_ чада» | 
ыў 


ር. ሙኤ 


ЕЕ — аи 
мес р — —— À ÁÀ— 
Одвомгу ү © ы - "s 

12. МОРЕ | | Ж 


WASPEE DESCENDS DOWN INTO GUILTY DOWN PAST АСК. -PASE НАТЕ... рому TO. DAMN- NATIONS 
ነ Ç = Е WENT, “ У Е Ë “е “Н x =? . 
\ vL 


`. 


ua 


: R 
ONG THIN 6— 


Ring oF FEP : zr -. ñ : 


( “ሥ сте“ АЕ 


Хх. N 
NS | Ü === 


oc ма 
д 
Breaky ок 22 


ኤዴ. 


PASSING THROUGH THE CATHARSIS 


WASPER (5 WASHED IN Це, 
RIVER. OF DENIAL = 
FINDS HIS E 


Next WEEK... RETURN OF THe 618% DEAD Wilire 


ES. | 


DAVID SANDLIN 


танде ПЕШСЯВВЕП 
hurrah’ 


N 
ЕС 


Ton Мачосі- «масу 


"To paint is to see. То paint is to love. То paint is to dance with small barefoot Gypsy children by the Seine іп the 
moonlight. To paint is to fly, to grow, to skip, to soar. To paint is to drink of life to its fullest, gaily imbibing the bubbly 
froth of its rushing whirlwinds and swift black eddys. To paint is to dream. To dare. To swallow one's very soul. To run 
naked in the streets with a loaded revolver, shooting randomly and murdering only those named "Jordan Bochanis". To 
paint is to raise honeybees outside of Deauville, to swim by night with a school of dolphins, to make love to a Turkish 
princess in a snug foxhole in the rain. To paint is to chart the song of the wild hummingbird, to surgically remove one's 
own prostrate with a golf club, to consume a stalk of fresh young celery before an audience of six hundred rhubarbs. 
Ah! To paint! To paint is to knot one's own sexual organ to a slow-moving uptown bus, to re-shape a sleeping gnat's 
profile with a Panzer tank, a pumice stone, a matchbook and an expired library card. To paint is to jump up and down 
on a small, dear childhood friend. To paint is to watch, to listen, to whisper the unknowable. To paint is to grill in Hades 
for one eternity, only to be alleviated in the next by the sweet cool ash swept in by a fragile, nearly imaginary gust. To 
paint is to call. To paint is to be called. To paint is to insert forty-seven spoons in one's anus and ride the Wonderwheel 
backward for sixteen hours. To paint is to catch the rooster. To paint is to boil the lucky veal. To paint is to speak the 
name oí the otter's disorder. To paint is to soar to the end of time on the wings of some unimaginably mauve butterfly 
only to be dropped headfirst into a cup of lukewarm bullion at а Nedick's in Scranton. To paint is to be both parent and 
child, lawyer and criminal, horse and carriage, Stovetop stuffing and mashed potatoes. To paint is to consume a 
sideorder of slaw while porking a Rockette on a ceiling fan at the Taj Mahal. To paint is to reap the wild Naugahyde. 
With you beside me, Mimi, my dearest, | will once again find the courage to realize my fullest. То go on. To live. To 
love. To die. To paint. But first | have to go out and move the car." ў 


@ Mark Newgarden, 1990 
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бу Thom Metzger 


Lo! I was the uncrowned, uncrowed King of Disco! Í was a brilliant 


flame burning on the dance floor, a white hot light no 
female could resist. They fought со be my рагспег, out 
there on the throbbing floor: women in cat costumes, 
chrome push-bras, shimmering shifts, slinky pink silk, 
rayon, quianna, every rarefied fraction of petroleum 
converted to delight my fingers and my eyes. Pink, pink, 
pink: flickering pink targets for my white-out bone. 

I was Lord of all I surveyed. The beat exploded at my feet, every 
step a land mine of ultra-modern rhythm. It was a per- 
fect time, the Millennium of perfection on this world, 
when Heaven descended, when the music never 
stopped, when every woman was my mate, my fate, my 
bride, my smooth ride. 

I was love incarnate, the celestial rooster, the cosmic cock crowing 
the fall of night, every night, night after night. 

But of course it couldn't go on forever. The doom that finally 
found me, touched me, held me in its arms, was 
implicit from the day of my ascension, the day of my 
birth, from the very beginning of time. It lay in wait, 
in utero, deep in the body. 

At that time, no matter where I went I was connected, hooked in 
direct and bionic to the universal pulse. The bass drum 
thumped squarely on every beat. The hi-hat was there 
too waking or sleeping, barking like a sexy cyborg dog. 
I could walk down any street, into any chic boutique, 
in my city, the capital of Dreamland, and there it 
would be: the beat that beat in everyone's veins. From 
every passing car, every stoop, every apartment window 
it came, it came, it came. Can't stop the music. Can't 
stop the King. Can't stop it. Can't stop. 

But everyone, no matter how glorious their achievement, will one 
day be eclipsed. And that of course gives the bitter- 
sweet savor to any moment of triumph. It would have 
been logical, understandable, even acceptable if I'd 
been deposed on the dance floor. If at the height of my 
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powers, the next King of Disco stepped forward onto 

the irradiating dance floor, poised seductively and 
announced — with the mere thrust of his hips and the 

slick sheen of his hair — that here was the next step in 

Disco evolution, the Uber Travolta! 

Skin Tight! Macho Man! I AM WHAT I AM! Yes, yes I had the look, 
flame red jump suit with the shirt unbuttoned to the 

navel, heavy gold chains on my ultra-hairy chest. I wore 
jungle-print nylon bikinis. Skin Tight! And lo, it was 

good, very good. 

In those last few weeks of my earthly reign — when doom waited for 
me like a pregnant moon just below the horizon — I 

made my rounds night after night, doing to all as I'd 

have them do unto me. I was the Widow's Friend, the 

flying Dutchman, Good Head, the boogie Man lurking 

in the closet hard as ice, twelve inches of grooved vinyl 
excitement. 

It was a night like many other nights, when I received my first 
hint of what was to come. 

I'd been out dancing and woke near dawn to find myself in an 
apartment — the 100th, 200th, 500th, I'd long before 

stopped counting — that I did not recognize. My bride 

of the night lay face down on the pearl-white sateen 

sheets, the moon painting her naked with sliver light. 

She was perfect, as they all were. Just a glance, a touch 

of my exquisitely-manicured fingers and they all became 
goddesses, or at least mortals with the divine spark 
incarnated in their hearts. 

Her legs were long and lean. The curve of her spine matched exactly 
tlie curve of my Heaven Bone. Her twin glories were the 

stuff of angel's dreams. But to talk of her as body parts 
separated one from another is unfair and inaccurate. She 

was a whole, a oneness, a form of flawless harmony. 

I got out of bed quietly and went to the window. Snow fell on the 
street, making the silence complete. No foot prints 

marred the whiteness below. We might have flown, 


transported Бу our desire, directly from the Palace where 
I reigned to her rooms. I don't remember going there, 
but it must have been like every other time: grop- 
ing in the back of the taxi, stuporous stumbling up 
the stairs, clothes falling away like leaves in autumn, 
the long hours of sweet traction, rise and fall, che 
extended mix. 

But when I looked back at the bed where she lay, still as a marble 
statue, I saw a trickle of darkness. A thin line of scarlet 
ran between her glazed cakes and in that instant the 
Cleft of Heaven became the Crack of Doom. 

I stood transfixed. The moon's light seemed suddenly to swell, 
burning x-rays through my flesh. I was instantly 
weightless, and the body on the bed seemed to have 
more mass than the entire world. 

The rivulet of crimson flowed on. I stared a while longer, as though 
by strength of will I might make time run backward 
and undo п.у deed. But of course I failed. 

I grabbed my clothes, dressed without paying the least attention 
to how I looked and ran for the street. 

At the first corner I saw an enforcement aid standing sentry, stark 
matte black with puffs of snow on each shoulder as 
epaulets and a tiny crown of white on top of his head. 
His eyes were hidden by the chrome visor. He didn't 
turn as I hurried by, but I knew he'd seen me, he'd 
noted my presence, he knew where l'd been and what 
I'd done. 

I spent most of the day bobbing in and out of sleep. I had had spe- 
cial shades made months before, designed to keep out 
every iota of light, but able to let in a small amount of 
air from the outside. 

When I finally came back to consciousness, sloughing off the rag- 
ends of dreams, the room was near freezing. My mirrors 
were all glazed with bluish frost. The carpet crunched 
under my bare feet. The scalding jet of my shower sent 
huge billows of steam into the next room. 

Iate lightly, cold mu shu pork from a pasteboard container, and 
dressed. But unlike all the times before, I felt little joy 
in my preparations. I looked fine, extra-fine. I made 
sure not one hair was out of place. I was sleek as an ici- 
cle in my ultra-slim trousers and silver lamé vest. But 
the pleasure was gone. 

I took a taxi to the Palace and made my entrance as I had a hundred 
times before. The doorman bowed low as I got out of 
the cab. He lifted up the thick velvet rope and winked 
as I passed. And though I winked back and made a sly 
remark which brought a smile to his lips, the feeling 
was not the same. Everything, absolutely everything, 
had changed overnight. 
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The DJ announced my presence, chanting my name along with a 
drum break. A bank of fog rose from the floor, as if 
the club itself was acknowledging my entrance, saying 
in effect "Now the true partying can begin, our Lord 
and Master has arrived? The huge mirrored ball over the 
main floor spun faster and shot out a salvo of light. 
1 smelled hormones and pheromones, liquor and sweat 
and overcooked flesh, as I took my place and selected 
my first partner. 
Bus Stop, Hustle, Gotham Strut, Space Invader, The Offender: 
there were no steps that I didn't make mine and trans- 
form in my own image. 
My first partner orbited around me, the billows of her skirt a cloud 
of primal glory. We moved like greased angels. She was 
wet, ready for the master stroke right then and there. 
But I had other mortal flesh to grace and elevate — if 
only for a moment or two - before I made my final 
selection for the night. 
Hot Stuff. Le Freak. Shadow Dancing. Kiss You All Over. Pick Up 
the Pieces. Funky Worm. 
The music surged in and through us. The beat grabbed me by the 
crown jewels and the hypothalamus and didn't let go 
until Га staggered out of the club hand in hand with а 
girl I'm sure ГА never seen before, yet who had that 
strange familiarity of someone first met on the astral 
plane. 
We got a cab, zoomed through the swirling snow — weightless flakes 
now dancing as we'd danced — and arrived at her place 
so quickly I thought she'd somehow bent time to her 
will, excising frames from the film that was our life. 
One instant I piled in the cab with her, groping her 
through the sheer material of her blouse, and an instant 
later we were in her bedroom, tearing at each other like 
starved cannibals, fighting to see who would be the din- 
ner and who the diner. 
I forced her down on the bed. She growled into the pillow, making 
the dark air cry. Face low and buttocks high, she made a 
pearly S-curve. Pinch of elastic at the thighs, and cinch- 
ing bite of snakeskin at her waist. Bent down, she was 
plumped and round, a shiny shiny beast. Pale as milk in 
a frozen glass, sleeker than the shine on her own cornea. 
My narrow hips leaned into the part, meeting the melt- 
ed ice between her thighs. Bright, like mercury, in the 
lust-light. 
Hands deep in her thigh flesh. 
Meat falling in steamy slices from the bone. 
Eyes half-closed, dulled by pleasure. 
Bare teeth, gleaming. 
A snout deep in the trough. 


The long brown eye wept, laughing. 

Again, it was near dawn when I woke. This time my bride lay on 
her back, her eyes open, staring up at the ceiling. 
She was even more beautiful to me than in my earli- 
er, frenzied state. And though 14 been fully sated, 
again and again gorged at her bestial banquet, just one 
look and I was hungry again. I could still taste her far 
back in my throat. I smelled her 
oceanic scent deep inside my skull. 
But I didn't touch her again, ever 
again. I didn't touch her. 

Ispent a while in the mirror, inspecting 
my face for lines, wrinkles, any 
sign of age. Then heading for the 
bathroom, I got another, better, look 
at her. At the place where her long 
ice cream cool thighs met, a bril- 
liant red mark throbbed, a stig- 
mata shedding its own light. 
Pain stabbed deeply into me, a 
cold blade entering at my 
groin. Miles away a siren rose, 
shrieking like a mandrake. It 
headed my way, a scarlet 
globe on top, shooting 
spikes of harsh light 
identical to those emitted 
by the wound in her, and 
in my, sex. 

I was dressed in an instant, running 
through the snow, try- 
ing to find my way 
home before the sun 
came up and exposed 
me like a pus-white 
insect when its rock 
shelter is pulled away. 

I was lost, and abandoned, run- 
ning into blind alleys, 
across humming railroad 
tracks, through streets 
where the siren seemed to 
incarnate itself as a swarm 
of locusts hunting for me. 

I hailed a taxi but they all whizzed by me as 
though I were invisible. I ran and lurched and stum- 
bled and at last fell to the ground and lay in a pile of 
snow that was wonderfully white, clean and untouched 
by any human hand. There was no coldness to the snow 


I held a handful and it didn't melt. I put it in my mouth 
and it didn't hurt my teeth or gums. 
“Can I help you?" Looking up, I saw an aid towering nearby. His 
breath came in long metallic rasps. His voice rang like a 
huge bell in an abandoned cathedral tower. 
I shook my head frantically, dumb, a little boy caught with his 
hands where they shouldn't be. The aid clanked toward 
me, a moving monolith with the 
% law emblazoned оп his chest. 
The sun lurked near the horizon. I felt weak; 
a cold hand held me by the 
groin. 
Swallowing my panic, I got up slowly 
and nodded to the aid. I don’t 
know what I told him, but Гуе 
always been a good liar. He went 
back to his position, a huge 

chess piece waiting to be 

moved again. 

I brushed off the snow, which had 
finally started to melt on my 
skin, and found my way 
home. 
Forgoing a shower or food, I plunged 
directly into bed and didn’t 

wake until the sun’s awful 

presence had once again 

vanished from the planet. 

I had to return to the Palace; there 

was no other option. But 
for the first time in my 
life as King of Disco, I 
was afraid to go there. 
Something, someone was 
waiting for me, already 
on the dance floor, or 
perhaps riding the air 
currents as an angel 
rides the dark nothing 

between the stars. 

Still, Fate said “Go” and I went. 
At first glance, all was the same: the 
fawning doorman, the star- 
ry-eyed admirers. Again the 

DJ announced my presence and for 
an instant all was silence at the Palace. The music 
vanished.The chatter and rattle of glasses disappeared. 
Even the throb of my heart died. All eyes were directed 
at me. Then the sound system roared back to life, the 
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bodies freed themselves from their instant of stasis, and 
my final bride, she who was destined to reign with me 
that night, emerged from the chaos of perfumed flesh. 

The dancers pulled back, a Red Sea parting so that I could strut 
direct and nonstop to her. She was all in chrome: 
jumpsuit, platform shoes, crown-like hairdo. Even her 
skin had a metallic tinge to it. But she was no man- 
made being. At the moment our hands touched I was 
sure of that. She was woman born of woman, the first 
and the last, my alpha and my omega. 

As we began our first number, snow fell inside the Palace, artificial 
flakes that piled in drifts around our feet, which bil- 
lowed upward in slow clouds, which stuck in her hair, 
on her cheek, on her eyes lashes, melting to tears. 

Too Much Heaven! Contact! Hot Stuff! Stay in Alive! 

She was fine, by far the best dancer l'd ever seen, matching me step 
for step, pose for pose, synched with me the way only a 
man and his mirror can be. Not even a nanosecond 
elapsed before she reacted to my slightest move.It was 
indeed Heaven, the ultimate in Disco experiences. 

But of course it had to end. 

As if by merely picturing it in my mind, we were instantly on the 
sidewalk, waiting for a cab. Just as abruptly, the taxi 
was gliding as a submarine might plummet through 
oceanic depths toward her place. Bulbous, shimmering 
shapes played around us. The light stretched, contract- 
ed, snapping like rubber bands against the side of the 
taxi. The thump of the disco beat sounded infinitely far 
away, a sonar pulse barely penetrating the inky abyss. 

Then we shot upward. The doors hissed open, another couple- 
wearing tatters, stinking deliciously of sweat, seed and 
saliva — stumbled into the little elevator and we fell 
directly to her bed. 

My fingers played her harp, making animal music Bristle-stick- 
led, the salt scents burned like bitter smoke from a 
furnace mouth. She came up for air, smiling like a 
sated snake. The heat rose, spiraled. We turned, cook- 
ing slowly on the invisible axis. 

Too much, crammed full. Baby lips reached for the nipple, two 
blind mouths fought for the tiny bone. Greasy ther- 
mometer shaft slid іп, slid out, slid in and exploded, 
firing the angry red bullet. Magic bullet, love’s bud, 
tongue-tip, red slug from her pretty little gun. Now 
hard and glistening. 

Ruby lip friction. 

Juices crackling in the flame. 

Fumes gyring upward, bending the foundry light. 
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Monkey grip fingers, tightening the bolt. 
And the mold — an egg hypergestated by our monstrous bodyheat 
— cracked. Where her downy V had been now a jutting 

chrome shaft. Seam along the underside, head 
upturned, peering through one glazed eye. 

She reached between my legs and pointed, her fingers now 
smeared red. 

The Moon, I realized suddenly, had been watching us the entire 
time, peeking through the window, huge and smug. Its 

hook snagged deep in my insides, piercing the organs 

Га abandoned, forgotten, when ГА become the King of 

Disco. An invisible thread connected the hook through 

the window, through the miles of black vacuum, to the 

leering lunar orb. Now that the truth was made mani- 

fest, the Moon pulled back slightly and I was jerked 

along with it. And blood flowed heavily down my leg. 

My bride nodded, as if to say, “It’s mine now, all mine.” I couldn’t 
deny it. She'd taken ту crown, my kingdom,and my 

specter. 

She was the new King of Disco. 

And 1? Who and what was I now? The Moon had me like a fish. 
Га swallowed the hook, voluntarily taken it deep into 

my throat. Now like all the brides before me, month 

after month Га look up at the sky and feel the Moon’s 

motherly pull. 

My last bride - I could still call her that until she walked me to 
the door and gave me her benediction kiss — my bride 

looked better than 14 ever looked. I felt close to tears, 

her image was so perfect. She wore it well. Proud, confi- 

dent, glowing with newly-gotten power. She'd made the 
transformation, as I had, and was eager for her reign to 

begin. 

Now that I was like all the women, my half-a-thousand-brides, there 
was absolutely no shame in kneeling and kissing the 
smokyhot tip of the One True Disco Scepter. She nodded 

again, accepting me and the gesture, then gave a silent 

blessing and I was gone. 

Now I can go by day again. The sun's light does not effect me in 
any way. I feel no corrosive pain when its rays touch my 

skin. I can walk the streets like anyone, past the enforce- 

ment aids, smile prettily for them, even put a flirtatious 

switch in my stride. I can throw back my hair, pout, 

cock my head. I can do what no King of Disco can do. 

The sun is no foe, and the Moon is no friend. We are now simply 
servant and mistress. It calls and I respond, month after 

month. It hangs heavy in the sky and I walk lightly on 

this earth, her slave, yet free. ^ 
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holy fuck 
is this 


thing?! 


My brain emits 
Powerful Waves that 
allow me +o Know 
verything! Your 


Yes, did you Know 
that when he sleeps 
over he rapes your 
little Sister & 

threatens to Kill 
her if she tells?! 


Tin gonna go 

take a piss 

in +he bushes 
0.К. Chad?! 


UnhooK те 
dude! Ima 
fresh water 
Wiggle 
Мода е, І 
90+ a good 
Secret ተፅ 


І can tell by your 
Ex pression that ye 
did'nt Know! Here's 
What you Should 
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fucking 
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Gonna 
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Луч! 


І dont have any 
brain waves, Тт 
just a freak of 
nature that lives in 
+his retention pond! 
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believe you actuall 
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even Know you had 
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I'm a fairly patient man 

But | can't stand to see 

Slow old ladies 

walk in front of me 

Where do they go? 

Why are they here? 

Have they been walking 

All their lives? 

Have men ever loved them? 
Have men ever hated them? 
Have men ever loved them? 
Where do they keep their toys? 
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Do they walk the earth forever? 

Time-lapse incrementally? 

Step-by-step. 

Inch-by-inch 

Since they were new and free? 

I'm avery caring guy 

But | just can't see 

Why slow old ladies 

Were put in front of me. 

Were they poetry in motion? 

Did young turks tum their 
heads? 

Why are they in front of me? 

And not home in their beds? 


When I'm on my way to 
somewhere new 

And | have to get there fast 

In front of me 

is Mrs. Tree 

And | just can't get past. 

I'd love to buy each one some 
wheels 

Attach them to their feet, 

And let them run 

with cars and trucks 

in the middle of the street. 


Where do they go? 

Why are they here? 

Have they been walking 

All their lives? 

Have men ever loved them? 
Have men ever hated them? 
Have men ever loved them? 
Where do they keep their toys? 
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